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to bombard friend and foe strikes the one note of
humor in a chapter that is otherwise depressing.
Through the newspapers he informed his troops
that their valor had been conspicuous "but the
nation has been unfortunate in the selection of
some of those who have directed it. ... The
cause of these miscarriages is apparent. The com-
manders were popular men, * destitute alike of
theory and experience' in the art of war." "In
a few days," he announced, "the troops under
my command will plant the American standard in
Canada. They are men accustomed to obedience,
silence, and steadiness. They will conquer or they
will die. Will you stand with your arms folded and
look on this interesting struggle? . . . Has the
race degenerated? Or have you, under the bane-
ful influence of contending factions, forgot your
country? . . . Shame, where is thy blush? No!"
This invasion of Canada was to be a grim, deadly
business; no more trifling. His heroic troops were
to hold their fire until they were within five paces
of the enemy, and then to charge bayonets with
shouts. They were to think on their country*s
honor torn, her rights trampled on, her sons en-
slaved, her infants perishing by the hatchet, not
forgetting to be strong and brave and to let the